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Munthe's influence was for good or bad. She was not quite
sure whether Munthe himself was a person she ought to like
or not. When he was in his abrupt, provoking mood she hated
him. When he wanted for some reason to be amiable, she
succumbed to his charm. On the whole he was " not the sort
of man, dear, who would have attracted me when I was your
age!"
A climax was created by the death of King Edward. Tiberio
broke the news to us from the Italian paper.
My mother burst into tears. She explained he was a personal
friend, " and think how England needs him at this moment.
It is the country I am thinking of."
She said she must rush home immediately " for the historic
pageant."
" And after the historic pageant is over ? " I argued; " and
the national mourning casts a general gloom—when we have
sacrificed several weeks' enjoyment for two hours' emotion,
what then ? "
It was unthinkable to leave Italy just when the lilies were
in bud and carnations were everywhere, and figs beginning
to ripen on the branches. Leave Italy for a funeral in the
month of May ?
I fought the project with all my might, but for the first time
my mother Seemed rigidly determined. Tiberio and I put
our heads together. He said that if I did not wish to go he
would contrive a means of preventing me. My mother must
go; she could not be denied her funeral, but I—would be ill,
at the last moment, suddenly. Not dangerously but normally
ill,, and he, a doctor, would forbid me to travel! What chance
had my mother against this combination ?
Accordingly, on the eve of departure I was unable to rise
from my bed. A considerable amount of neat brandy con-
trived to give me a flush. Obviously I had a slight fever.
I was too sick to eat, I could not bear the light, the shutters
must remain closed.
My mother tearfully consulted Munthe. "What shall I
do ? Please, dear Dr. Munthe, do advise me."
Dear Dr. Munthe advised I should be left behind.
" I'll have to give it up," wailed my mother.

